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The Letter Box

Dresden, Germany,

June 24, 1923

Editor Journal:

On Friday, June 22d, Mrs. Watson, Gerda Olive, Judge and myself left Oldenburg for a tour of some of the famous places in Eastern and Southern Germany.  Our first stop was at Lueneberg, where we visited briefly with a cousin of the Judge’s, then to Hildesheim, which teems with the things that most interest us; legend, folklore houses of ancient date, and customs of other days.  The one thing there, which all the world knows about, is the one thousand year old rose bush.  It is to be seen in the court yard of this Dorn, and its story is connected with the foundation of that church.

I’m not a souvenir hunter, but a number of small sprigs have dropped from the main stalk, and I am going to preserve the one I picked up for Mr. Heintze, knowing how he treasures and appreciates such things.**

The Rathshaus is most interesting, the frescoes are of a symbolic nature, and all tell in some way the early story of Hildesheim.  We had a bottle of wine in the Rathskeller, this being included in any order there, and were shown about this portion of the building – the celler, I mean.

The houses are most noticeable, going up into peaks, with small windows peeping out of the extremely slanting red tiled roofs.  One need not to be told that they are very old; there are whole streets of them, special attention being attracted to the small house called the “Inverted Zucker-hut”.  In Hildesheim we first met up with young people, boys and girls, most of them with packs on their backs.  The Judge is always eager for information, and talked with a man who was in charge of the boys thinking he was a teacher.  He was a merchant in charge of the “North German Merchants’ Jugentag.”  I have one of their programs before me, and note that it says from June 23 to 26 will be spent in the beautiful old town of Hildesheim.  These boys are to be merchants and the Judge enjoyed talking to them, as they enjoyed his conversation.  We met up with the crowd often during our sightseeing that day.

We spent the night in Braunschweig, and attended the theatre.  The Judge didn’t like the shave and massage he got there and could not help but make comparisons with our home barbers.  He became quite grouchy after this bit of unsatisfactory treatment, and I fear, will always retain and unpleasant memory of Braunschweig – otherwise, Brunswick.  We took an early train for Peipsig, the one great object of interest there being the mighty war memorial.  It is the largest of Germany’s war memorials, on the scale of the pyramids, one might say, and far beyond mere words of mine to describe.

This is Sunday, being a most beautiful day in point of weather we saw on the one hand, gay parties filling the trains and going to the country for a day in the open, and on the other hand the men and women in the fields, literally, “making hay while the sun shone.”

At Leipsig we called up our American consul, Mr. De Soto, not that we needed his services, but to give him greetings from a mutual friend, and his comrade in the service, H. C. von Struve, some years ago a young law student at La Grange and a member of our household.  Mr. de Soto managed to locate us at the station, which is said to be the largest in the world, but he stated it wasn’t so difficult since he saw the grip which had been lettered by Mr. Rose: “George Willrich, La Grange, Texas, U.S.A.”  He was most courteous and regretted that he couldn’t have shown us some real attention – our time was short.  We left this place at six o’clock.  Our friend, Mrs. Watson, conducts the party and knows the ways and means of doing things here.  She visited these places only recently, which gives her added advantage of taking us at once to the object of interest without loss of time.

Upon our arrival in Germany the mark stood at 150,000 to the dollar, now it is 90,000.  When we pay a few thousand marks for a meal, we cannot convince ourselves that it is only a few cents, what we’d in old La Grange would call ridiculously cheap.  Another great service Mrs. Watson does for us , is managing our finances, far beyond us, although it is really only about twenty dollars in our money.

Mrs. George Willrich

** Had it been so willed, Mr. Heintze would have been granted a lease on life until your return, and your thoughtfulness would have brought from him a thankful smile.  But, he has joined the great majority, and there are many who mourn as you will, at the knowledge here given. – Editor

Nuernberg, Germany,

June 27, 1923.

Editor Journal:

We came to Nuernberg from Berlin, passed through a most picturesque part of Germany, several hundred miles, since it is an all-day trip.  There were castle-tipped hills, almost mountains, in the background, and since the sun was shining, the people were very busy in the hay fields, in the foreground.  It has been raining so much that they are kept busy trying to save their hay.  This activity added interest to the picture for us and the brightness made the perspective perfect.  There was so much to see that the Judge took his seat by a window and wouldn’t listen when we called him to look at the other side, saying it was all he could do to keep up with one side.

The train service is splendid, but trains are generally crowded at this time.  We didn’t happen to get one with a diner, so found variety in making the stations for Frankfurters and beer, or whatever was to be had.  This is vacation time in Germany and everywhere there are people, singly, in couples or groups with packs on their backs, going from place to place.  Teachers and children go about in this way; we had our picture taken with such a group in Dresden.  The children were all in for the lark and hastily climbed upon the gigantic piece of statutary that was to be the background.

People have a time keeping up with the money, and inquiries are made daily by everybody as to how the dollar stands.  As foreigners we are charged double, and then it amounts to very little, about twenty-five cents each for an extra good meal.  The Judge enjoys talking to the people, and we have enjoyed meeting many in the train.  The coupes have room for six or eight generally.  The French “adieu” is entirely out, everyone says “auf wiederschen”.  On entering the hotel you are greeted by each of the attendants, and every morning the same.

At Potsdam the castle used by the late emperor, is open to the public since 1918.  It was built by Frederick the Great, and rivals “San Souci”.  The body of the late empress rests in a mausoleum near by, facing a rose garden; this, according to her request, it is said.  The casket is to be seen – the only one there – and fresh flowers, too.  There does not seem to be the least sympathy for the late emperor or interest in him, which some account for by his marriage.

The richest treasures in Europe are to be seen in the castles; the “Gruene Gewolbe” in Dresden is the late king of Saxony’s storehouse of jewels and works of art, other than paintings, and rivals Ali Baba’s cave in richness.  The articles, or most of them, were gifts to the king of Saxony through the ages, by other potentates.

This city is known – to us – as a toy manufacturing center.  It was fortified, and the ancient towers – immense structures – are to be seen here and there.  One is directly opposite this modernly equipped hotel.

Sight-seeing is very hard work, but Mrs. Watson is able to save us annoyance in every way.  She attends to the tickets and gets us about in short order, where, left to ourselves, precious time would be consumed in making inquiries.  Muenchen, or Munich, is our next stop before going north again for Oldenburg; from there we will go to Bonn on the Rhine.  Some say there are difficulties in traveling in that section, but we will be with relatives.  Until then.  

Mrs. Geo. Willrich.

